AR remov'd from noiſe and ſmoke, 
Hark! I hear the woodman's ſtroke ! 
ho · dreams not 28 he fells his oak, 
What miſchief dire he brews: 
How art may fi:ape his falling trees, 
In aid of | .ury and eaſe, | 
H'ͤe weighs not matters ſuch as theſe, . 
But lings, and hacks and hews. 


The tree now ſell d by this bold man, 

Perhaps may form the ſpruce ſedan, 

Or wheelbarrow, where Oyſter Nas 

So runs ber vulgar rig; 

. The ſtage where boxers crowd in locke 

Or elſe a quack's, perhaps the ſtocks, 
Or poſts for figns, or barber's blocks, 

V here {miles the. parſon' s wig. 


Thou mak'ft, bold Peaſant, oh, what grief. 
The gibbet whereon hangs the thief: * 
The frat where ſits the grave Lord Chief: 
The throne, the cobler's itall ; 
Thou pamper'ſt life in every ſtag ge 
Makes Folly's whims, Pride's =. NT 
For children toys, crutches for age, | 
And coffins * us all. 


— 


/ 
. 


ver -oſtice let ns ſtil! 1 . Fs 
© Thele chairs and this canvi vial board, 
The bin that holds gay Bacchus“ board. 

Confeſs the Woodman's ſtroke ; ER | 
| He made the preſs that bled the vine, 
The butt that holds the geperous wine; 
The hall itſelf, where tiplers ; Join, 

To crack the-mirthfl joke 


——— — * > 4 


FWD... ®n"s > 4 Iuris, mee 


